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Paſtoral Interlude. 


; Performed at the 


ATRE KOYAE 


Written by COLLEY " CIBBER, E/4; 
Set to Muſick by Dr. PE PUS C l. 
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W! prefertur Sdents. 
Hunc tenet, buic comes eſt Ovid. 
Tantum cupit illa rog ari. . Ovid. 
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Ning for HENRY LIN TO r; and fold . 
W. FEALEsS, at Rotes He ad, t the Corner of 
£Effes- Street, in the rand. 


M. DCC. XXXVI. 


2 = N * 
3 pay r 7 . „ 


238 4 — Sages ey a oe — — 2 


DDQ272—— —— — — 


re 0 


79 


t n 
. 


„„ 


2 2 WS. I * - 
„ d er 2 P \ mob ene = nds 
r 22 q r by 
— — * ä TIE rn — ů — — . 


* "A * 

. 
M . 
You 1 1 


IL 
AS. 
STE 

22983 


EYE a 
”, 


F 


K 


HE following Entertainment is an At- 
l tempt to give the Town a little good 
Auſick in a Language they underſtand : 
For ne Theatrical Performance can be 
= abſolutely Good, that is not Proper; 


and how can we judge of its Propriety, when we 


know not one Word of the Voices Meaning? But 
perhaps this is not all that the Italian Language 
has of late impos'd upon us; moſt of our —. 
being (if poſſible) as miſerably void of Common 
Senſe in their Original, as the Tranſlation : Nay, 
the Tyranny is carried yet farther ; for the 

BS; A 2 Songs 
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T 

Sos are ſo often turnd out of their Blaces, 2 
introduce ſome abſurd fadourite Air of. the Ser, 
thas in a few Days. the firſt Bock. you Have 
bought, is reduc'd to little more than the Tirie- 
Die e bat it pretends ' to; and as it 700 
Are: the whde Entertamment ſeems t be ddl 
ind 4 Concert of Itruments; for a Volte ibu 4s 
not underſtood, has in reality no more Meaning 
than the Fiddle that plays to it: And 405 2 

aviſhly giving up our Language to the diſpotic 

jk only, we as 7 for from ali. 
ing Theatrical Muſick in England, that the very 
Exhibition or Silence M it ſeems entirely to depend 
upon the Arrival or Abſence of ſome Eminent Fo- 
reign Performer. By this ſort of Condutt, the 
vaſt Sums that have been levied for the Support 


it, have only ended in its Abuſe and Proftitu- 


tion. And (though the inſolem Charmis of the 
ſeem to be above it) why fponhd we fup- 
Poſe that a little plain Senſe ſhould do Muſick any 
more harm, than Virtue does a Beautiful Woman ? 
And *tis but a melanchdlly Proof of its Power, 
that it has been ſo long able to keep Nonſenſe in 
countenance. 55 45 r 
F is therefore hoped, that this Undertaking, if 
encourag d, may in rime reconcile Muſick to the 
Engliſh Tongue. Aud, ro make the Union more 
pratticable, it is humbly moved, that it may be 
allo a leſs Inconvenience, to hear the Performer 
expreſs his Meaning with an 5 Accent, 
than in Words, that (to an Engliſh Audience) 
have no Meaning at all: And at worſt, it will be 
an 10 Matter to inſtruct tao or three Performers 
in toletelie Engliſh, han to reach a whole Na- 
tion Italian. WG 5 
9 : After 
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The PREFACE »v 


| £1 Aﬀter having ſaid fo much of its Alſurdities, 
Oo „„ will be but juſt to allow the Excellencies of the 

italian Compoſition; the Manner of it being indiſ- 
Put abi ſuperior to all Nations for a Theatre : And 
tis hoped this Entertamment will want nothing cf 
tbe Italian, but the Language. 
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VENUS and ADONIS. 


„„ 


INT ERLVU PE. 


Adonis Entring from @ Hood 


AlL bright Aurora] Bluſhing 

— 2] Maid, | 

fag Life-giving Goddeſs, Hail! JE 

© What Mortal would diſſolve in 
SSA ANY Sleep, 

And loſe the Ring Views 

Which thy creating Beams preſent ? 

! how tranſporting tis, ro ſee 

Thy Glories chaſe the Shades, | 

And gild the Globe anew ? 4 

See! how the Mountains raiſe their Heads 

In Purple Hue before thee | 

The verdant Valleys and the Meads | 

Vorſake their miſty Beds, | 

And dreſs their Beauties, to adore thee, 


dae is raneing the Fields, 
hen we mount «<vith our Flounds in the Morning? 
bat Spirit the Exerciſe yields ! 
When we hotlow, 
And follow 
he Scent ever burnino ? 


How pleaſant, c. 


<4, 
IX" 


S we wager ns 


31 Venus 


8 FENUS and ADONIS: 
Venus deſcends from her Chariot. 
But ſofr | What Nymph is this: | 
Whoſe gaudy Form and Dreſs 
Seem rather of a Court, | 
Than of the Rural Sport? 
Ven. .4h ! fwret Adonis, form'd for Joy 7 
Ab ! Blooming lovely Boy, 
Have Pity on a Goddeſs Pain: 
Since Gods themſelbes have ſigb d for me, 
Ah ! let not Venus ſigh for thee, 
Dear charming Youth, in vain. - 
Ah! ſweet Adonis, &c. 
' Aden. O] bounteous Goddeſs! you miſplace 
The Bleſſings you on me beftow ; 
My Joy is only in the Chace, 
i to Diana's Altar bow. 
WH ith ber alone Ill live and die, 
But Love ſhall ever fly: 
Zet when the Game is chac'd in View, 
Like Lightning I purſue. | 
Wich her alone, Sc. 


Your Leave, bright Goddeſ ? 2 
Ven. : ——— — od N 
I've more to ſay ——— TR 175 
Adon. —— he Morning's cold, 
Beſide, the Sport expects me 12 
Fen. —— — Where? 
Adon. In yonder Vale  —_ 
Ven. — —Ah! do not fear; 


Stay and improve thy Paſtime here. 


| Swain, thy fooliſh Sports give over, | 

KF Joys immortal thou ſhalt find 

j Sweeter Pleaſures you'll diſcover, 

5 hen tie Queen of Beauty's kind. 

FE Swain, Osec. | | | 

# Adon. In vain of Love you praiſe the To 

F To an unskilful Beardlets Beg” Joy 

'F I've heard Men talk of Sighs and Kiſſes, 

But cant imagine where the Bliſs is: Then 
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A MASQUE. 9 
Then I'm too young to be deceiv'd, 
And you too fair to be believd. * 
un Who could deceive ſuch blooming Charms ? 
Or atter thine, ſeek other Arms? 
* Adin. Nor Truth nor Beauty touch my Senſe, 
For I am all Indifference. 


Ceaſe your vain teatingy 
Love is unpleaſing, a 
No Heart ſhall brave me, 
Mine is my nn 
Why ſhould a Creature, 
Weaker by Nature, 
hin ts enſlave me, 
With Smile or Frown ? 
Ceaſe, &#c. 


Ven. Ah! Venus loſt! thy Charms no more, 
Let flatr'ring Gods pretend r'adore ; 
in vain they ftile me Bright, and Fair, 
While of a Mortal 1 deſpair : 
No! no! my Folly foon ſhall ceaſe, 
Revenge or Pride ſhall give me Eaſe. 


Cupid ! Cupid ! bend thy Bow, 
Revenge] revenge thy other's Pain: 
Let his Fleart my Terment know, 
What tis to love, and love in vain, 


Alas! alas! it will nor be 

The more I ſtruggle to be free, 

The more I gall me wich the Chain, 

And but increaſe my Pain, 

Hunting Horns at a diſtance. 

Adon. Hark | how the chearful Horn 

Proclaims the waſting Morn ! 

The jolly Sports-men mend their Pace, 

To the appointed meeting Place 
Ven. Curſe on thoſe noiſy Sounds! O ſtay! 
Adon I cannot loſe the Sport, and muſt away. 
Fen. Haſt thou no Senſe of what I bear, 

My Pains nor Pleaſures wilt thou ſhare ? 


B 3 Adun 


16 VENUS ad ADONIS. 


Addon Forbear ! forbear thy vain Embrace, 
If thou with me wilt Pleaſure ſhare, 5 
Tie up thy Robes, and Ringlet Hair, 
= - And follow to the Chaſe. 
| How: filly's the Heart of a Woman, 
5 hen courted by many, to fly'? 
But when ſpe is follow'd by no Many 
Foy one ſhe will languiſh and ate : 
Beguiling, 
And ſmilingy 
Now Co) ing, 
| Then Jeying, 
She'll her Fancy purſue ; 
Deſtening, | 
Or euhiningys 
She'll dex ye, 
Perplex ye, 
And all that purſue her, undb. 
: How filly, Ge. 
'F Ven. Such Scorn and Inſult can I bear, 
x But hold from far 
I fee the jealous God of War; 
Some other Hour I muſt employ 
To mel: this frozen Boy. 
Well ! Cold Adonis fince the Charms 
Of rural Sports 
(Tho Venus courts ; 
Muſt ſnatch thee from my Arms, 
Vet e er we part, 
10 Bid me Farewel, and eaſe my Heart. 
, EO, [Air in Two Parts.) 
Adon. Fareqwe! Venus! Welcome Pleaſure ! 
{ muſt to the Greves away, | | 
Ven, Dear Adonis! O my Treaſure, 
IJ could here for ever ftay. 1 
Adon. When my Sporting knows no Mea ſure, 
Think what Joy it is to me: 
Ven. When thy Sporting - gives thee Leiſure, _ 
Think I anguiſh here for thee, [Ex. feverally. 
Ad INTER- 
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Mars alone. 


AROM War's Alarms, 
To ſhady Groves retir'd, 
Behold the God of Arms, 
By ſofter Charms infpir'd, 
Bids all Imperial Diſcord ceaſe, 
To taſte ſuperior Joys in Peace. 


Peauty now alone ſhall move him, 
Mars ſhall know no Joy but Love ; 

Let the eviſer Gods reprove him, 

T emades Ii iſhes, 

Melting A1, 

Mutual Biliſſes, 

Beauty Charming, 

Love Marning, 
Raiſe the Soul to Joys above. 


—_— 4 


* 


Down to theſe Woods deſcending, 
Venus oft beguiles the Day, 
And to be follow'd, ſure, intending, 
When ſhe ſends her Doves away : 
Then ſoftly tread this pathleſs Cover, | 
And bleſs the Hero in the Lover. [ Ex#t, 


B 4 | Adonis 
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12 FENUS and ADONIS: 


Adonis from another Wood, cih Hunitfmen. 


Adon. No more! no more 
Your fruitleſs Toil give o'er, 
Our Sport is croſt: 
: Was ever Day ſo loft ? 
Call in the Hounds, that ſtand at gaze, 
The Morrow's Morn may mend our Chace. 
[Exeunt Huntſmen, 
Come, ſweet Repoſe, thou welcome Gueſt, 
Laborious Pleaſures call for Reft. | 
| He lays himſelf on a Bank. 


Gentle Slumbers Life relieving, 
Lull my Senſes, unperceiving, 
Give my Toils tbeir due Repoſe 2 
Waftea Spirits, every Creature 
HMuſt ſupply, and weary Nature 
Hill our drooping Eye-lids cleſe. FSleeps. 


A 


Venus exters, nos ſeeing bim. 


Ven. This way the jolly Huntſmens Hollow, 
Bids the wand'ring Venus follow : 
4 Let Mars the Woodlands beat in vain, 
5 While I purſue my lovely Swain- 
$1 And ſee! ye Powers! my Charmer's found 
In envy'd Sleep's Embraces bound 
X O that the circling Seas would ever 
4 This Grove from all Approaches ſever ! 
| Since tend'reſt Touching may awake my Boy, 
; Ah! ſoftly, gently let me feal the Joy. | 
8 | [Kiſſes bim. 
: Around hee let the warbling Choir | 
1 In meltirg Notes ſoft Dreams of Love inſpire. 


Chirping Warblers, 

2 June yeur Voices inſpiring, 

8 All the Paſſion of Veuus deſiring ; 

Gi Let 


A MASQUE. 13 
Let your Muſich 
In Dreams warm a Lover, 


Whom awaking, 
My Heart muſt give over. 


But ſoft ! he moves, a while retire j-—— 

Ah! catch him, Love, 

And flatt ring Eccho fan the kindling Fire. 

[She retires 


Adon. What ſoft'ning Sounds my Senſes charm ? 
And with unuſual Joys alarm ? | 
| Echo] Unuſual Joys alarm. 
Adon. O tell me! tell me, ye melodious Choir, 
What gives my Heart this ſoft unknown Detire ? 
Ecc ho] Unknown Deſire 
Adon. What Voice is that? Who is't o erhears me 
{ Eccho] O! hear me? 
Adon. Some Fairy ſure, or Phantom near me ! 


£1] CEccho] — Come near me 
3 Adon. I'll try, if yet again twill anſwer. 
[ Eccho] — Till anſwer. 
Adon. O ſweet Deluſion ! to my Senſe untold thee : 
if thou art real, let my Eyes behold thee. 
[Venus appearing. ] Behold me | | 
Adon. Celeſtial Venn, __ 
2 Ven. = O my Love 
Once more I come my Fate to prove. 
5 don. Ah ! Goddeſs, you have kill'd your Boy 
pe It muſt be Love has touch'd my Heart, 
Such Pain is in the Joy, 
= Such Pleaſure in the Smart: 
| ToolateI now my Folly ſee, 
And ask that Piry which you begg'd of me. 


[Surpriz'd. 


J. 


3 Ven. What Heart could now veſuſe thee, 
3 ; Ay deareſt only Soul Deſeve * | 


- Oy Paſſion knows no Meaſure : 
3 may the circling Pleaſure 


- = But with the World expire ! | 
= | Bs Adon, 


* 3 * x” 
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14 ENU and ADONIS: 


Adon. What mean theſe Fears ? 
Len Ah! rvin'd ! loſt? 
See where the jealous Mars appears: 
"Tis he "Tis he! | 
And this way ſeems to bend him! 
Adon What if it be? 
Adonis never did offend him, 
Ven. Here! here, my lovely Boy, 
Unſeen, ſecure, repoſe thee, 
While from his jealous Eye 


- 


Theſe bending Boughs encloſe thee. X 
[Adonis lies dom, evhile {le bides bim with the Boughs. 


Bier Mars to her. 


Mars. Thus the Zrave from Har returning: 
With the tend reſt Paſſion burning, 
Fly avith Joy to fold the Fair © 
Net all Heroes fam'd in Story, . 
Nor their 4 riumphsy or their Glory, 
Can their Joys with mine compare. 


Ven. Ah cruel Mars! forbear! forbear! 
My yielding Weakneſs to enſnare; 
Too much of guilty Love I've known, 

And muſt for Follies paſt atone, _. 25 

Marg. What means this cold Reluctance ? Why 
Does Beauty s. Queen her Hero ff? 1 

Ven. In vain you ask; for now I muſt deny. 

Mars. No more! no more! 

Theſe Female Arts give oer: 

Some lurking God uſurps my Right, 

On that, on that Pretence you're coy : 

Since I no more can give Delight, 

| will my Rival's Bliſs deftroy. 
Where have you hid this Minion? Where: 
i Ven. Ah! don't diſturb the Child! forbear, 
* Tis poor lick Crpid juſt laid down to reſt, 
8 And his Diſorder has my Mind oppreſt; 
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4 MASQUE. 1 

Elſe I with Joy had mer my Mars, 
But how can Beaury ſmile in Tears? 

Mars. Was that the Cauſe then? | 

en. 3 —TVas no more; 
For know, I Rill my Alars adore : 
In yonder Cryſtal Foyntain trait, | 
(Where tow my buſy Nymphs await) 
J firſt will bache,——then meet my Love, 
Kind as his Wiſhes in yon' Myrtle Grove. 

Mars. Forgive my Jealouſy, 


Ven. - 


Away ; 


Mars. Farewel, my Fair. 
Fen. Nay haſte. 
r e 
Ven. He's gone: What Tongue my joy can tell ? 
Mars. [ Apart.] So coy, and kind for {lender Reaton, 
Speaks my Preſence out of Seaſon ! 
Behind this Cover undiſcern'd, 
This Female Secret may be learn'd. Le retires, 
Ven. Ariſe! Ariſe ! Come forth, my Love, 
Our dread Surprize 1s over ; 
Thy Rival's ſhifted to rhe Myrtle Grove, 
Like a believing Lover. | 
Why droops my Boy ? Jars has not ſeen us: 
Suppreſs thy Fears. 
Mars. O! Conſtant Yenus /! [ Behind. 
Adon. Ah! Goddeſs! now no more thou'vt Fair ; 
Thy Charms adorn'd with Truth 
Might have ſubdu'd my Youth, 
But Falſhood never ſhall my Heart enſnare, 
Ven. O my Love, more Pity ſhe w, 
is it a Crime in me, | 
t I abandon Mars for thee? 
Adon. On Mars alone your Vows beſtow; 


On Love what greater Curſe can fall, 
T han loving one that can't be trus ? 

7 he wanton Heart, that's kind to all, 
With endleſs Ang uiſb 2 purſue, 


Horns, 


Kos 1 * * *%« o 
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16. VENUS agd ADON1S: 
Horns, and Voices at a Diſtance. 


[/ithin.) Hark Hark! Adonis,- Hark away! 
Fen. Thus, thus in Love's Embraces bound. 
| LHolding bim. 


Adon. No, no, the Boar is found, 
Nor will J longer ſtay. | 


\ | Mars offering to kill Adonis. 


Mars. Hold, Traytor ' take thy juſt Reward ! 
Fen. Ah! me! This Boſom is his Guard. 


| [ [nterpoſing. 
[Adonis Kneeling.] 


'4don. Hold! hold, dread Mars, on me let all 
Your furious Vengeance fall ; 
cannot ſee 
A Goddeſs bleed for me: 
If Blood alone 
Can cure your ae 4M 
Adonis is the Cauſe of all. 
Mars. O Perjur d Venus Falſe as Fair 
Jen O Kind Adonis !——- O Deſpair} 
Adon. Are theſe the Pleaſures Lovers ſhare ? 


WT; repeai the three laft Lines in Chorus 


LGoing. 


Aar. It muſt, it ſhall be ſo; 75 
I were poor, myſelf to give the Blow: [ Apart. , 
Adonis, hence; but range thefe Woods no more, 2 
13] leave my Vengeance to the Boar. LAſide. 5 


Adon. With Pleaſure I obey thy Power. [Ex. Adon. 


Mars. O fading Joy ! Hard. fated Love! 

| I hat Pans in thee ave find? 

Shall neuer faithſul Paſſion prove 

| Fair Truth and Beauty join d. 

; Ven. O! Mars, unk ind! Is this thy Love? 

j Muſt this perſuade me to the Grove! 
| Mars. Tis poor ſick Cupid : Think on that, 
And tremble-for my Minion's Fate. 
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A MASQUE. 17 
O! ſpare the Boy, and to reſtore | 
Thy Peace of Mind, 

1']] be for ever kind, 


And never ſce Adonis more. 
Mars. No! no! Il never truſt thy Power. 


Fen. 


[Air in two Parts.] 


Ven. —— 0 beliede me ! | 
Mars, — — No, no, u0 1 

— - —— Lou deceive me. 

Ven. = No, no, no! 
7 ſhall ever Mars adore. 

Mars. I can never truſt thee move. 

Ven. Ungrateful ! [ have lob d thee, 
Nor haſi thou #04 d in vain. 

Mars. Unfaithful I have prov'd thee, | 
And now will break the Chain. [Ex. Mars, # 


* 
3 
9 


Len. He's gone and in his Eyes there ſate 
A Menace of A4dovis' Fate 
O] Gods! my Fears are form'd too late 


Adonis ſupported by Huntſinen, bleeding. 


Adon. Ah! Goddeſs, lend thy bounteous Aid, 
And heal the Wounds thy Eyes have made: 
The Jealous Mars, provok'd to ſee | 
Thy radiant Beauty ſmile on me ; 
While at the furious Beaſt I firuck, 
My Launce in thoufand Shivers broke : 
Diſarm'd, I fell- when lo! the Boar 
Wich fatal Tusk my Boſom tore. 
Yen. — 0! Terror to my Eyes 

— O! tyrant Jealouſy ! 

Adonis bleeds and dies, 

And dies, poor Youth ! for me. 
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Adon. O welcome ! welcome ! gentle Death . 
| While thus I ſee 
The Queen of Beauty mourn for me, 3 
With Pleaſure 1 reſign my Breath ,— Fs. 
8 
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is YFENUS and ADOWNIS. 


Ven. He's gone-——rhe flitting Soul is fled ! 
But leaves his Wound with me ; 
Venus muſt ever mourn thee dead 
in painful Immortality. 
Why ſhines the hateful Sun, 
W hen ſuch a piteous Deed is done ? 


A ſhort Symphony. 


Ariſe ! black Storms and Tempeſts, riſe ! 

Deep Darkneſs ſhade the Day 

Loud Thunders bellow rhrough the Skies, 
And forked Lightning play. 


it Thunders, Lightess, aud the Stage is darken d. 


O! Pleaſing Horror ! 
O! Melodious Vell! 

8 Hark ! bark 

All Nature rings with Sorrow 
Poor Adonis” Knell. 


Let every tender Paſſion feel 
Henceforth, like mine, the Lover's Hell, 
And make Mankind as curſt as [: 

Unpity'd Sighs, deceitful Tears, | 
Feuds ! Falſbood ! Doubts, and groundleſs Fears, 

For ever mingle with the Foy. 
[Venus aſcends in her Chariot. 


Chorus of Huntſ1en. 


No more let mortal Heart 
Of hapleſs Love complain, 
Since Gods could never part 
The Pleaſure from the Pain, 
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Paſtoral Interlude. 
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Pl LAURA lone. 


£4 | DEG Love ! with what fantaftick Swa 
; 5 05 Thou mak & poor Mortal Hearts 
obe 
I love, and am belov'd again, 
8 Yet treat my Lover with Diſdain. 
Whene'er he's nigh me, 
I undo him; ö 
Vet, ſhou'd he 1 me, 
Shou'd purſue him 
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Myrtillo, «you'd you woo me ? 
Love leſs, leſt I deſpiſe you: 

Or I, tho twou d undo e, 
Shall tantalize you. 

When you with Pain are dying, 
Im fartheſt from complying. 
Nou d you ſecure, or fright mo, 

Pretend to ſlight me. 
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22 MYRTILLO: 


See where rhe ſullen Swain, TUE 

Relu&tarit,. drags: his: Chain: | 5 

TY former Peace deſpair to have. N 5 
Now help me, female Art, | | . 
To charm and vex his Heart, 

And make the Ret l more my Slave: 


3 Myrtillo comes forcnard. 


Thus ſceming careleſs to repoſe, (be lies down. I 
Uncover'd Beauties hal] allure him; 
And, when he's faſter in the Nooze, 1 
FiF wake ſurpriz d, and not endure him, | 5 


ASYMPpnony, with a Flute. 


Myr. Help me, Love ! I gb, I die, 
| 8 Die, alas ! for one I ſcorn: 1 
Vain and fickle th I prove ber; I 
Tho! pruyſuing, ; 2 5 

[s my Ruin. 
"Tis my Fate to love her 5 
Reaſon no Relief can raiſe me, Y 

Love betrays me, 

She was for my Torment bors. 


See where the lovely Tyrant lies 5 c 1 
Unpointed now, | Y 
And harmlefs are her Eyes. | 
But, Oh! what riſing Charms 
Swell on her Breaſt, 
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{Where Gods might reſt) | I 
And give my Heart a thouſand new Alarms. 5 


Lan. MAvyrtillo - 85 

Myr. —Ha ! ſhe calls! ſhe dreams, 

G Lau. O be but thus! thus ever kind. 

f Myr. O! Gods! ſhe is not what ſhe ſrems. 
1 Her Heart, her Heart's to Love inclin'd ; 

{ Sleep on, ſoft, charming Fair, for 1 

Vet never knew ſuch waking Joy. 
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A PASTORAL ENFERLUDE 23 


Ns er let a Lover 
Hlis Hye give ober, 
For being deny d; 
The ſemu je Rover, 
In Pique and Pride, 
Her Love with Horn avill cover = 
The way to woo her, 
Ii to purſue her 
With Flames and Yors ;, 
With Scorn her Scorn oppoſe. 
If ſhe pretend you teaze her, 
Seize, and pleaſe hey. 


Lau. What is't, Myrtillo, turns thy Brain? 
[Seeming ſurprix d. 
Myr. Ab, Laura, I have chang'd my Strain, 
Nor will I more in Sighs complain. 
What I have ſeen and heard juſt now, 
Has taught me thus in Smiles to woo. 
[Offering to embrace her. 
Lau. And me with Smiles to hear thee to. 
[Turns away in Scorn. 
Myr. Laura, your Heart's of ſofter make, 
In Sleep you're Kind, tho' Coy awake. 
Lau. Know then, deluded Wretch, that I 
Did but pretend in Sleep to lie, 
And heard you ſay, — 


For one I ſcorn, I die. 


2 You muſt not mind a hopeleſs Lover; 
In Rage we often Love diſcover, 


Lau. 4b! no; the Proof of Love, 
1s finding Joy in Pain : 
A lende, Inelination 
+ Will love, and love in vain. 


Myr. Nothing more won'd make me tender, 
Than à Hope that you'll ſurrender. i 
| Lau, 


24 MY NFTHLTLO: 
Lau. Nothing ſooner wou'd enrage me, 
Than your hoping to engage me. 

Myr. The Lover that can part with Hope, 
With Eaſe may give the Fair-one up. 
Lau. To caſe you then of all your Pain, 

Deſpair, nor ſee my Face again. 
Myr. What have I done to merit this? 
Lau. What have you done to merit leſs ? 
Myr. Oh, injur'd Love ! my Heart relieve, 
And tell this Tygreſs, ſhe's unfic to live. 
Lau. No, Cupid; let him ſtill complain, 
*Till he confeſs the Pleaſure of the Pain. 


Myr, Let me the Torment feel 
O rolling Stone, or veſtleſs Wheel » 
Let me the <yorſt of Tortures prove; 
But eaſe, O eaſe my Heart of Love. 
Alore rating Pains avere never born, 
Than unrelenting Woman s Scorn. 


Lau. O poor unhappy Swain — [Ironically 
Ayr. What can the Syren mean? V5 | 


Lau. O happy Myrtillo, 

No more ſay I ſlight you ; 

Tou truly delight me 
While you are in Pain: 

Your Pain is my Pleaſure, 

Lon pleaſe above Meaſure ; 

The greater my Pleaſure, 

he more you complain. 


Myr. Curſe on thy falſe, inſidious Air 
Is't not enough I feel Deſpair ? „ ws 
Why wilt thou ſtill my Heart enſnare? _ 
Lau. Come] come, be chearful, bear thy Fate. 
Ayr. No more thoſe Eyes I'll truſt, falſe fair Ingrate 
For ever from thy fatal Charms P11 fly, | ; 
And the flow Cure, or Death of Abſence try: 


A. PASTORAL INTERLUDE. 25 


Hence will I haſten to ſome diſmal Cave, 

Dark! doleful ! joy leſs as the Grave 
Where the ſad fcroech-Ow!'s Notes are only heard, 
Whence Light and Comfort are for ever barr'd ! 
There, pining, waſte my Days, from Inſults free, 
And die forgotten of the World and Thee ! 

Lan. Oh, ſtay, Myrtillo, and I'll tell rhee all. 

Myr. Yer I forgive thee, cruel as thou art, 

Thou haſt undone the tend reſt, conſtant Heart. 
Farewel for ever 


Lau. Stay! 
Myr. We mutt 
Lau. 4 We muſt not part. 


Now you move me 
ith complaining © 
Can you fly me with diſdaininę 9 
Traytor ! ge 
Tou but prove me 
With falſe Vows 2 
Your Paſſion feignine ; 
Did you love me? 
Neuer no! 


Ayr. O Love | to thee for Help I fly, 
Supporr my ſtaggering Mind : 
Leſs Danger's in her Cruelty, 
Than in her ſeeming kind. 


What ſhall an injur'd Lover do ? 
Can ] believe ben No, no, 10 j 
Will it grieve ber 
if I leave ber? No, no, 10“ 
Shall JI on ber Faith rely? 
Or the fair Deluſion fi; 


Las. - O Myrtillo / 

Myr. —— Laura, forbear ! 

Lau. Still art thou deaf? | 
Aye, 3 I muſt not hear, 


(In 


26s "HTRIILLO: 
kin two Parts 


Lau. Ob, ni Ang uiſb! 

Myr. How I languiſhT / 

Lau. Tis more #han I canbeer! 
Myr. nadine by Hope; ſecure by Fear. 


Rural Muſick at a Diftance.] 7 


Myr. What rural Sounds are thoſe ſo near? 
Lau. The Nymphs and jolly Swains prepare 
To celebrate with Sports the Spring: 
Wilt thou not join them while they ſing? 
Myr. Their Sports to me no Comfort bring. 


Enter Ly co, Mors, and Chorus of SuEFEERDO= 


Lyc. Now a! ye Sevains and Laſſer 
Put on your Airs and Graces ; 
For this the Time and Place is 
To Pipe, and Dance, and Play: 
All brish and jolly, „ 
Sorting, 
Courting, 
Care is a Filly, 
Dancing, 
Prancing, 
Flora commands @ Holiday 


Lyc. See Meojſa, fee! Myrntilho's mute 

Mop. Laura's the Cauſe 

Ly. —— == Without Diſpute ; 
Speak boldly, Swain; your Grief declare. 

Myr. Tis true, I have my Grief from her. 


W | Lyc. What ho he Nymph deny yaus 
| She ne er intends to fly you, 
7 ry | | A thor 
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A thouſand Tricks ſbe ll try go. 
All but to bold you faſt: 
She'll pout and vex you, 

8 5 
Toying, 
n perplex yo 
lighting, 
Frighting; 

Follow her clgſo, e right at laſt. 


Mop. From Laura I ſhall more diſcover ;wm—— 
Is this a Time to ſlight your Lover 

Lau. Myvtilio's nice, but cannot ſay Im coy, 
And ſeems more fond of Pain than Joy. 


Mop. I hat the" the Swain abjure you, 
Proteſts hell ne er endure you; 
"Tis all but to allure you, 
To eaſe him of his Pain. 


{f -onc 2 treat him 
madly, 
Friendly, 
Tou defeat him „ 
Fairly, 
Rarely ; 
Ply him but bome, be: right again. 
Lau An 
Lyc. — — . comply. 
| Serine Myriillo's Hand, 
Ayr. — —— f 
op. w———— longer ſhall deny. 


(Mop, and dyc., wit Lav. and Myr. Hands. 


Lin 


28 MYRTIL L O. 


ln two Parts.) 


hve. Kind and anker, 
Lau. I ſurrender. 


Both. All my Foy's in thee alone. 


Lau. When I deny d you» 
Lonly try'd you. | 
Myr. ben I forſewore you, 
I did adore you. 
Both. Deſpair and Care's for ever flown. 


[{Cnonrvs of Voices and Dancers. 


Cno. Now all ye Saas and Laſer, &c. 


—— i 


| 
\ 
; 


2 
o 3 


